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Audrey Becomes a Thrall

When the engines of the late-model corporate Gulfstream revved up and stuck me back into my seat I couldn’t help but notice the curly blonde five rows ahead of me. How curious. I had thought the flight had been chartered only for me. Mr. Heinrich, our new corporate partner in Europe had insisted on sending out the jet to gather me up for the signing ceremony tomorrow in Geneva, Switzerland. 

From the looks of it an omission had been made and this made me smile. 

Until now everything that had anything to do with our pending joint venture had been impeccable. So impeccable in fact it was amusing to see the otherwise fastidious Swiss mess up on a small detail at the end like that. 

I waited patiently until the pilot switched the seat belt sign off and… 

“Hi!” 

“Oh, hello,” I replied quickly. I realized I probably looked just as flustered as I felt. 

“Sorry, I didn’t quite see you there,” I lied and she smiled instantly calling my bluff. God! Her simile: it was like a beautiful sunrise over a mysterious forest, exquisite and full of adventure all in the same time. She was so young! 

“Uhm, hi,” I said again feeling suddenly dumb . 

“I am Audrey,” she giggled. 

“Hi, Audrey,” I replied, “I’m Mark.” 

“Hi Mark” her smile broadened. “Want to try the minibar?” 

”Uhm, sure.”  Are you old enough to drink?  I wondered but didn’t ask. 

“Yes, I am,” she said. 

“You are what?” I asked stupidly and immediately regretted it. 

“Old enough to drink, of course,” she cast me a look of mild disappointment. 

In less than two minutes I had somehow managed to not only make a terrible impression of myself, but had even already disappointed her obviously low expectations in me. 

 Great job, Markey-boy just awesome. 

She floated out of her seat and shimmied past me down the galley leaving a delicate floral scent in her wake. I lumbered out of my seat and followed the barely-legal teenager who obviously knew much more than me about the interior of the Gulfstream 5. The plane was still climbing and I had to pay careful attention that I didn’t stumble and fall. The incline of the galley would guarantee that I landed squarely on top of Audrey. Comedic appeal notwithstanding it was not the kind of first impression I was hoping for. 

By the time I got to her, she was already opening a Mahogany cabinet in the back of the cabin. She went straight for the bottle of Bourbon I observed. 

Evidently the girl had excellent taste. 

~~~

As we walk an unwelcome shiver traverses my body. Am I cold or just tired from the trip? The entire property runs a good mile along the shores of Lake Geneva. Vaulted ceilings and ornate archways give the entire place the air of an ancient European castle, which it is indeed. The dark yellow bricks that line the walls overlooking the lake beneath us contrast beautifully with its deep blue waters that shimmer beneath. 

“Marcus, I am so glad you could make it! Was the trip agreeable?” 

I love the way Mr. Heinrich insists on using the more outdated sounding version of my name, so very staid and old European of him. I smile and am almost about to reply some innate politeness when I see the mischievous twinkle in his eyes. The old bastard! Audrey's presence on the plane had been no mistake. He had planned it that way.  But why?  

“Most agreeable, Mr. Heinrich. And most entertaining too. I hadn't expected to be in the company of such a delightful and erudite young person as Miss Audrey Mills.” 

“Oh, yes,” the old man's smile broadens further. “Not only pretty but smart too. Did she mention she is the winner of one of our most prestigious scholarships? No?” 

 Oh but I remember.  I hesitate to tell him however the exact nature of my memories. I shall not say how we spent the better part of the six-hour flight talking. How infatuated I was by every little move of her petite frame, and most of all – how while we were deplaning on the tarmac at the Geneva

airport, a gust of wind blew her demure schoolgirl plaid skirt up to reveal her lack of underwear. 

I have never been shy around the ladies. Growing up the single child of a rich family and heir to a conglomerate of businesses with a net worth in the billions,  ensured that I lost my virginity early on. High school and college had seen a virtual line of women interested in good ol’Marky-boy, if you see what I am saying. 

Some of the girls had actually been real keepers, but until now, I still hadn’t found the proverbial One. Today however, merely being in the presence of this innocent bubbly creature of pure joy and beauty, made me excited in a very un-gentlemanly way. 

“Really? I must say that that does not surprise me. She appears to be very astute and knowledgeable.” We go on chatting a good minute or so as Mr. 

Heinrich graciously accompanies me from the gate. His home is immense. 

“Ah there she is! Speak of the devil,” I immediately look to see where the man is pointing. But I only see his outstretched arm motioning me through a doorway at the end of the corridor. “Come, come,” he beckons in his thick Germanic accent. We step into a courtyard and suddenly I forget to breathe! 

Young beautiful Audrey is there riding the blackest, biggest purebred stallion I have seen in my life. She had hurried off before I had even had time to tell her goodbye at the airport. But it isn’t so much the image of the lithe blond woman atop the black beast that makes my heart skip a beat but the fact that she is stark naked! 

I hear Mr. Heinrich chuckle behind me but I cannot look away from the otherworldly image assaulting my senses right ahead. Obviously she is an expert rider and able to control the giant horse although she is riding without boots, saddle or stirrups. 

Using only her voice, thighs and ankles Audrey is able to guide the stallion through a series of obstacles before making him jump across a gate. She is a goddess, a young Aphrodite, a lady Godiva. 

I realize right now that this image of her riding naked a black heaving stallion at full gallop will forever be etched in my mind. 

The late fall sunshine is falling at an oblique angle casting rosy sparklets of color onto her lustrous hair. Her thick mane sways in perfect sync to her jiggling breasts. I catch her eye and she smiles her megawatt grin at me. She looks so comfortable, as if it is perfectly natural to be stared at by two leering men while riding a horse in the nude. 

I feel the urge to pinch myself and make sure I am not dreaming. 

“She is a sight, isn’t she?” Comes the calm voice of my host. I am not quite ready to speak yet and so merely nod. I keep my eyes riveted on the otherworldly creature ahead. I am suddenly afraid that if I look away, the spell will break, the magic will vanish, and she might disappear. 

“Tell me, Marcus, do you know what a thrall is?” I feel the older man’s hand come to gently rest on my shoulder. I force myself to turn and look at him. 

“A thrall?” I repeat. “I know of Thrall, the Norse God of thunder and war. 

Some northern people also call him Odin. But a thrall, I’m not sure –“

Mr. Heinrich waves at Audrey behind me. “A thrall in old Viking culture used to be a slave, usually female, but not always.” 

“A slave?” My eyes grow big. 

“A slave for sexual purposes to be exact,” he looks past my shoulder, “Come, Schatzi, and welcome Mr. Marcus here.” 

I see Audrey approach with a big smile on her face. Every step she takes is like a beautiful symphony. Her proportions are exquisite. She is flushed from horse riding in the sun. Her long hair blows in the wind like wings on an angel as she stretches her hands out to greet me. 

“Hello, Audrey,” I say. 

I offer her my hand in greeting but instead of shaking it as I expected, she kneels at my feet and kisses my knuckles – once, twice, three times. 

“Audrey is the reason I insisted on bringing you out here to Geneva for the signing ceremony. It will bring your father’s business conglomerate and mine into what we hope will be a fruitful partnership.” While Mr. Heinrich speaks I watch mesmerized as Audrey kneels on her bare knees in the dirt at my feet. 

She is still holding my hand with both of hers and smiles as she looks up at me. 

“But I don’t understand,” I mutter. “How come you are naked?” I ask her. 

Mr. Heinrich chuckles again, “I have to apologize, dear man, but Audrey is not permitted to speak until the ceremony is complete.” His words make me turn and stare at him. 

“How do you mean?” 

He nods at Audrey who takes my hand up to her face and to my amazement kisses the tip of my index finger before she opens her mouth wider and takes it all in. My knuckle brushes her lips and I watch in amazement as I feel her tongue suck on my digit. I have to force my attention back on Mr. Heinrich who is speaking right now and whose words almost go

unheard as I begin to understand the significance of what I see. 

“I apologize for springing it on you like that, dear Marcus,” my host says. 

“Your father was afraid that if we had informed you earlier, before you came here, you might have reneged on the visit.” 

“My father knew about this?” I growl in a husky whisper. My eyes are still riveted on the barely adult teenager making oral love to my hand. 

“Oh, absolutely. Your father and I go back a long ways and I can tell you there is very little we don’t know about each other and our respective organizations. Probably you can tell by the surroundings that my family is old, you might even say ancient,” Mr. Heinrich says motioning with his arms. 

“We can trace our lineage all the way back to the great-grandfather of William the Conqueror. His name was Rollo the Bloody and merely its utterance would suffice to send the king of France shaking in his boots.” 

“Even though we have changed a lot in the past twelve hundred years, there are some traditions that we still hold dear. One of them is making sure that important deals and contracts are signed in the old way.” He moves in closer and puts a possessive hand on the head of Audrey who just now is busy sucking on my thumb. The sun has almost set and I can tell by the goose bumps on her skin that she’s cold. 

“Wait! Hold on!” I say and even surprise myself with the harshness of my own voice. “Please accept my apologies for my manner, but I cannot accept that we proceed like that, chatting away all comfy and warm in out wool sweaters and layers of clothing while she is naked like the day she was born. 

Obviously she is freezing! This is unacceptable!” 

“Oh, but…” I have no patience for whatever Mr. Heinrich has to say. I cannot bear watching Audrey like that. I reach over my head and quickly start taking off my sweater. But when I offer it to her the strangest thing happens: She shakes her head  No. 

“Have you drugged the girl, Heinrich? What is wrong with her?” I don’t give the man time to reply and turn back to Audrey. 

“Are they blackmailing you?” Audrey shakes her head. “Is that a requirement, a prerequisite for them to honor your scholarship?” She shakes her head again. Audrey is looking me straight in the eyes and stands. I feel as if I am in a dream as I see her approach me. 

She hugs me. 

Closely. 

We embrace for a long while. She feels so warm and fragile as she wraps

her body against me. 

“I promise you, Marcus, nothing untoward has happened to Audrey,” Mr. 

Heinrich says. “She is in no danger and no one is blackmailing her. She is one of us, whether she chooses to participate in the ceremony or not. You need to believe me. If you don’t trust me, at least have faith in your father.” 

I look down at Audrey and she gives me a tentative smile as she nods her angelic head against my chest. 

I find myself almost hypnotized by the entire situation as I stand between her and the old patriarch. 

“What does signing a contract in the old way entail?” I ask already suspecting the general gist of the answer. 

“It means signing it as Vikings once did: By commingling our essences.” 

Obviously Mr. Heinrich can see my shock clearly displayed across my features. “Don’t worry, Marcus. That is precisely the reason Audrey is going to be our thrall tonight. I will explain. Come.” 

I wouldn’t have signed the contract or even stayed in Geneva, if I had not made sure that my father was well aware of what this entailed. I called him as soon as I had a moment of privacy. Much to my amazement he confirmed every word of what Mr. Heinrich had said. 

“Mark, my boy, I am sorry if it seems barbaric to you. Mr. Heinrich is more than simply a good friend and future business partner of ours. Our families go back a very long way. I believe that now is as good a time as any for you to get exposed to the ways of our ancestors.” 

“Wait! You mean to say that our family’s also part Viking and sticks to those weird ceremonies?” 

“Absolutely, my son. But I will tell you more on your return. Now go ahead and do everything that Mr. Heinrich tells you to do.” I hear a smile in my father’s voice on the other end of the line. “I don’t think it is going to be all that unpleasant, sonny.” And he clicked off. 

A servant came to pick me up at 7 PM sharp. 

I followed him to the plain dining hall of the castle where Mr. Heinrich and Audrey were already expecting me. She was still naked of course except that now she was wearing a thick line of rope one end of which was tied around her neck in what looked like a noose. Approximately two feet of it dangled between her breasts as she carried a silver tray over to the table. 

“Come, come, my son,” the older man said motioning me towards the long black table. “Please humor me and accept my humble apologies for being so cavalier with you. You see, Marcus, I have no sons of my own, many daughters, for sure, but no sons. I have to admit this is yet another reason I opted to merge our conglomerates with your father’s. In effect, tonight’s ceremony will also serve to bring us both, you and me into the larger fold of our extended families.” 

“But first, let us eat,” he said. Dinner was sumptuous in that deliciously understated manner so typical of high European cuisine. The platters were not big but their execution was exceptional. Every morsel melted on my tongue and its taste clashed exquisitely with the next. Were it not for the fact that I was being served by the most beautiful woman I had ever laid eyes on, I would have said that the dinner itself was the highlight of my visit. 

After an hour of business-related chitchat during which I hardly looked away from Audrey, Mr. Heinrich at last appeared to be done. 

He moved his chair back and stood. I followed him into an adjacent room that looked to be his study. Audrey demurely walked after us, and her eyes cast down at the floor. I not couldn’t help but notice a slight shiver course through her petite body when she lingered back to close the door behind the three of us. The click of the lock had an inescapable finality to it. 

“Bring me the humidor, slave,” ordered Mr. Heinrich. Audrey immediately ran over to a small table in the corner of the dimly lit room where she picked up a heavy oak box inlaid with a gold crest. She opened it and carried it over to Mr. Heinrich. With the bemused expression of a man enjoying a quiet respite from the vagaries of life he slowly fished out a large cigar. Holding the heavy object in one hand Audrey somehow was able to find a long match from inside the box that she then struck against the side of the wood and used to light the old man’s cigar before moving over to where I was standing. She repeated the process with me to before scurrying to place the humidor back in its place. 

“Allow me tell you a couple of rules for our ceremony tonight.” Mr. Heinrich puffed a couple of times. The smoke slowly drifted up and dissipated almost without a trace. As he spoke Audrey moved to the side of the room and opened what looked like screen doors to reveal a large paneled closet. Its contents made me gasp. 

In spite of the low light in the room, I could clearly see a diverse and extensive collection of whips, manacles, chains, and assorted implements of

torture. 

“Like I said, our ceremony tonight is ancient. Hence, the bevy of infernal instruments of torture. We will hardly use any of them at all,” Mr. 

Heinrich said. 

“First off, however, I have to point out rule number one: as you will shortly be able to verify for yourself, Audrey is a virgin. She is pure and innocent as the first Alpine snow covering the peaks in September. She’s equally fragile and therefore we should both take good care of our sweet little thrall.” Just as he said that he deftly reached out and gently but resolutely smacked her butt cheek eliciting a muted yelp. 

“Now, now, a good thrall is supposed to stay mute at all times. I think this little outcry will merit some punishment later.” 

I had to remember at that moment to close my gaping mouth. It was as if I had been transported back to a time long gone by. A time, when the master of a rich and influential family was expected to take liberties with his concubine slaves. Audrey quickly recovered her composure and moved around the room arranging two chairs close to each other before demurely kneeling on the floor between them. 

“Let’s have a seat,” Mr. Heinrich said before looking to the girl. “Schatzi, crawl to me and then stand.” 

Audrey shimmied over to where the white-haired patriarch was seated and then stood up from her kneeling position. Now she was between his knees and judging by her expression clearly knew what was to about to happen. 

He brought up his hands between her legs. From where I was seated I couldn’t quite see what he did but I heard the girl gasp as he instructed her something in German. I saw her spread her legs wider and saw him bury the fingers of his left hand in the center between her thighs. His right hand moved around her pelvis and cupped one cheek as he started gently rubbing between her legs. From observing her naked body back in the courtyard I knew that she was cleanly shaven down there thus adding to the image of innocence and purity that she was already radiating in abundance. 

“Look at me, slave,” Mr. Heinrich ordered as he accelerated his movements. 

An obvious tremor shook the girl’s body as she lowered her eyes to look straight down at her owners’. 

“Yes, a virgin, indeed,” Mr. Heinrich commented. He released her buttocks and brought up his left hand from between her labia up to her mouth where he wiped his fingers across her chin leaving clear moist contrails. Next he

used both hands and with a sudden decisive movement dug his fingers into Audrey’s breasts. In spite of the obvious pain, she somehow managed to endure it in complete silence. The only indication of her discomfort was her grimace that momentarily clouded the features of her open and beautiful oval face. 

“Full breasts that are sure to grow, once she gets with child. Turn around. 

Bend over and place your hands behind your knees. Good.” I have to sit forward in my seat so that I could better accommodate my ever-increasing hardness as I watch old man unceremoniously use his thick middle finger to probe the young woman’s anus. 

“Please, Marcus, take good note of what I am doing for you shall have to repeat it exactly. Please understand, I am not doing it because of my own depraved inclinations, but rather because the ritual dictates it. You have to understand that everything we do to little Audrey here tonight is required for the completeness of the ceremony.” 

I could see the girl shiver and tremble as sobs rocked her body at the undignified invasion of her privates. A loud smack echoed in the tight space of the study as Mr. Heinrich brought his left hand sharply against her buttocks while he still held on to her with his middle finger that was deeply buried in her insides. “Tears are good, little one. But no sounds are permitted.” 

“I am not sure I understand,” I ventured. “She is clearly more than willing to submit herself to whatever you have planned. Why do you need to do those things to her?” 

“An excellent question!” Mr. Heinrich smiled and in one fluid motion pulled out his long finger from the girl’s twitching behind. I could see her mouth open in a silent scream as he did so. “It is important that we stick as close as possible to the original ritual. In it the misery of the thrall commingles with the passion of her lords into a memory that shall last the three of us a lifetime and perhaps longer. This will serve to solidify our resolve when our joint venture inevitably hits rough patches in the future. Audrey will have an ongoing role to play in the upper echelons of management in our company.” 

“Oh?” That was news to me. 

“I know, I am sorry for the sheer amount of novel information we bombarding you with here tonight, Marcus,” Mr. Heinrich said. Audrey was still standing doubled over holding on to her knees as her long blond curls tumbled and spread across the richly appointed Persian rug beneath her head

like a halo. 

“What you are witnessing here today is really a form of sacrifice. All three of us will be asked to give up something we cherish.” 

“As you know, I am giving up the majority ownership of the future company to you. After today I can no longer unilaterally determine what happens with the multitude of businesses and ventures I have build up over the decades. 

You, my friend, will be giving up your notions of innocence and also surrender a measure of independence. You will no longer simply be a happy-go-lucky heir to your family’s fortune. You will leave tonight as chief executive officer of a business conglomerate that spans the globe. Your decisions will not only directly affect the tens of thousands of our employees but probably entire countries and maybe even alter the course of history. I can promise you many sleepless nights ahead.” 

Unbidden memories from my conversation with Audrey on the plane, race through my mind. 

“I didn't know that Mr. Heinrich had any American relatives,” I had said as we both sipped on our Bourbons. 

“Oh no,” she giggled. “I'm no relative of Mr. Heinrich’s.” Her laugh made me want to be a comedian just so I could always hear it. “Not that I wish I wasn't. I am merely one of the many people he has helped throughout the world. He has been kind enough to offer me a full stipend to study business at the University of Paris.” 

I remember being genuinely impressed that the conservative old billionaire had found the time to extend himself like that. 

“So where are you from originally?” I had asked. 

“My family is from a small town in Pennsylvania,” Audrey had said. 

“I did pretty well at the SATs and have been shopping around for a school that would match my open-mindedness and carrier goals. Mr. Heinrich must have friends on the boards of the Ivy League schools I applied at because soon after sending out my applications, I got a phone call from him personally. He asked me out to meet his representatives in New York City. 

They made me take math and literature tests a whole week and then interviewed me… You could say that it was pretty much a done deal after that. I think we clicked, the company and me.” 

~~~

Audrey has the most innocent smile I have ever seen. Right now however, she is definitely not smiling. She is gasping for air. 

She’s still panting and trying to collect herself. I cannot believe what I have just done. I look down at the long mean-looking whip in my hand and then look at the reddened bottom of the girl I have just whipped. I’m breathless too as I reach back to unbutton my collar. 

Ten strokes! 

Ten excruciatingly painful lashes with the mean looking whip. 

Ten lashes I have delivered myself across the demure bottom of the most innocent and beautiful creature I have ever seen in my life. 

Slowly, like in a dream, Audrey rights herself and having taken a moment to catch her breath, she turns around and comes to kneel in front of me. She gently places her head on the floor before lifting her shoulders up a fraction and then knocks her head against the hard floor with a loud reverberating thud that echoes across Mr. Heinrich’s study. 

“She’s signaling her gratitude,” says my host. “It is perhaps still difficult for you to comprehend, Marcus, but I am sure she will explain to you on your trip back home tomorrow. Sometimes there is nothing more erotic for a woman than being viciously whipped by the man she’s about to make love to.” 

After I repeated the process of inspecting Audrey as Mr. Heinrich had done in front of me moments ago, she had proceeded to slowly undress us both. 

With delicate but deliberate movements she had unbuttoned our clothes and folded them neatly before placing them carefully across the desk. Then she had gone up to the closet and picked out a mean looking whip. She had brought it out and having knelt before me lifted it up above her head offering it to me. 

“She heard that I would like to have her punished for her outcry earlier,” Mr. 

Heinrich explained. “She has chosen the instrument and is asking you to oblige her. This is a sign of great trust. She must really find something deeply attractive in you to offer you the honor of chastising her first. Audrey is well aware of the symbolism tonight.” 

“How many strokes? I heard myself ask. 

“This is an entirely your choice, Marcus. She will count each strike out for you. This is the only time she is permitted to speak tonight.” 

I cannot disagree with Mr. Heinrich’s observation on the eroticism of the situation. Having just completed her punishment, I find my cock has grown to a hardness I have never before experienced. 

“It is time,” he says simply and turns to walk to the large leather couch at the side of the room. Audrey stands and casting one last look straight at me that makes the hairs on the back of my neck stand on edge she follows him there. 

“Here is how it shall go, Marcus,” Mr. Heinrich explains. 

“We shall take turns making love to the girl until both of us spend ourselves in her. We will not be using protection of any sort, and neither will she. If she conceives, it will be yet another sign that our contract has been graced with the blessings of the gods. We will both consider ourselves legal guardians of the child that she has agreed to bring to term. We will be responsible for it and its mother with our lives. Understood?” I can see the seriousness and Mr. 

Heinrich’s eyes as I nodded my acceptance. 

“My God, I want her so bad but I’m afraid you will be the first to take her. 

This is what she wants. She indicated it by offering the whip to you.” 

While he speaks Audrey positions herself sideways on the couch. Her petite frame is so small that it looks as if she is lying in a full-size bed. 

Mr. Heinrich strokes his cock as he takes a seat by the couch. My eyes however are drawn back to the small white figure of the girl as she submissively spreads her legs. 

As I approach her with my stiff manhood I can see wet traces where her juices have been dripping down her thighs. She grabs my cock with both hands and positions me at her hot entrance. I cannot hold back any longer. 

Slowly, I push forward. Her tightness envelops me like a glove. I am less than an inch in when I feel her hymen. 

I look down at her one last time and she nods her head. 

This is it. I thrust forward and we both gasp as I fill her in one long endless thrust to the hilt. 

She is incredibly wet and tight. I move forward and having wrapped my arms around her, I hold her tight. I can hear Audrey begin to gasp and moan as I feel her muscles clenching against my cock. Incredibly, she is ready to come already. I slowly piston back before moving forward again as I see tears spill across her cheeks. 

I watch her lovely face and enjoy her delightful tightness as she spasms around me. Watching her shudder through her first true orgasm as a woman

is an experience out of this world. 

With the corner of my eye, I catch a glimpse of my host slowly coming down from his perch on the armrest and with great reluctance I pull myself out of her. My cock and thighs were drenched in her juices as I take a step back allowing the older man to take my place. 

I watch him hold her by the knees and angle them slightly sideways pressing them against her chest. 

I can see her eyes close as the veins in her neck bulge. Her entire lower body is vibrating as the older man kisses her ankles before hooking them over his shoulders. Then he starts slamming himself into her hard. I watch mesmerized as her small breasts jiggle in a blur of motion. I can tell Audrey is close to overload when her head starts thrashing from the side to side as yet another orgasm hits her. 

Her back arches and her hands claw at the man’s chest. That is when he growls deeply and I know he is coming too. He leans back and cried out Audrey’s name as he empties himself into her unprotected womb. He thrusts a couple of times gently as he leans forward and kisses her open mouth. 

I can hardly wait to take his place. Finally he moves back and I resume where I had paused earlier. 

Audrey is still shuddering with aftershocks of her second orgasm when I sheath myself back inside of her. She gasps. I reach out and cup her cheek and kiss her. Her eyes flit open and I can feel her smile beneath my fingers. 

“Baby,” I say. 

She blinks a few times and her smile broadened. I moan and flex my hips. 

As I press forward, she hisses. She is no doubt already tender but in spite of that she reaches out and locks her arms behind my neck. 

She wants me! 

I feel her pelvis move up to meet mine on every thrust. I move in ways that make it almost too much to bear as I see the hunger in her eyes. I thrust in hard, and pull out slow, over and over, feeding on every fraction of every motion as I feel myself become part of her. She opens her eyes wide and we stare into each other feeding on the pleasure our bodies generate. Faster and faster it grows until our orgasms hit us simultaneously eliciting primal screams from both of us. 

We are both breathing heavily as I pant resting my weight on my elbows. 

Audrey cranes her neck and kisses my chin and I look down at her and kiss



her mouth. She is beaming. 

“You are beautiful,” I whisper nuzzling her neck. 

We stay like that for a long time. At one point, I hear a gentle click as the doors close. Mr. Heinrich has exited the room leaving us both to enjoy each other’s company. I can’t wait to hear her tell me more about herself and how she really feels. I am already counting the minutes to our return trip together. 

~The end. 

Melissa Meets the Neighbors

Melissa is a twenty-three-year-old nurse too busy with work to realize how much her body pines for sexual release and adventure. It has been many months since she last went out on a date. Any idle moment she has, her imagination works overtime to provide her with those images her busy schedule is unable to give her in real life. 

Strong, big, dark-haired and severe, Jake – her mute neighbor is everything she isn't: Rich, experienced, in a relationship with another man, he knows exactly what he wants, and insists on getting it! 

Melissa’s life is about to change dramatically when she saunters over into his apartment. Rapidly she finds herself on a roller coaster of ecstasy transcending boundaries of wickedness on a thrilling adventure into submission as she becomes the bisexual couple next door's obedient plaything! 

That very afternoon she finds herself naked less than two minutes of stepping into his place. Jake does not ask, he simply acts! 

<i> This story contains sexually explicit situations and is meant to be enjoyed by mature readers at least eighteen years of age. </i> 

Taken by Rome



Taken by Rome is an erotic romance intended for MATURE audiences (18 years or older). PLEASE

STAY AWAY IF YOU ARE OFFENDED BY SEXUALLY EXPLICIT EROTIC SITUATIONS! 

Here is an excerpt of what awaits: 

-----------------EXCERPT--------------------

Josephus was waiting for it and the moment he felt her start her orgasmic spasms, he let go of her breast and pushed two fingers all the way into her wet vagina as far as they would go using them to lift her trembling form from the ground and take her weight off her jittery knees exactly as they gave out from under her. Her feet dangled, beating the air in helpless spasms as she slumped forward toward him. He still had the index finger in her mouth and as he felt a powerful shudder coarse through her lithe form, he pushed his hand all the way back down her throat and triggered her gag reflex. He saw the sudden surprise as it blossomed in her jet-black eyes as her throat spasmed, gagged and then suddenly she threw up. 

He angled her body away from himself, one hand balancing her lower jaw between his thumb and forefinger, the other-supporting the brunt of her weight with the fingers in her cunt. He lifted her convulsing and semi-catatonic body up and tossed her helpless form into the bed. 

She immediately curled up, her coughing and shivering, raspy sobs mingled with whimpers. 

"Why did you do that? This is horrible," she whispered as she fought to control the dissipating spasms. 

"Breathe. Take a few deep breaths, slave. You still have much to learn," he kneeled to wipe his fingers in her dress that lay by his feet. He patiently waited as her breaths found their natural rhythm and her body relaxed on the bed. 

"Stand up, slave. You had your fun. Now it's time to repay the favor." 

"I hate you," her voice came as a raspy whisper from where she had buried her head in the pillow. "I don't want to do this!" She sat back up on her heels in the bed, her perky breasts shaking and wet with mucous as her eyes cast daggers at the naked soldier who stood by the foot of her bed and insolently stroked his monstrous erection. "I’m a free Roman. My father was a patrician. I'm no slave. You have no right to treat me like that!" 

"I agree, little Roman girl," he took a languid step toward her and she scurried farther away across the futile barrier of the tiny bed. "You are not a slave, I am. You are here because you chose to be here. I am here because I have to." 

He smiled, beautiful white teeth glinting in the sharp morning light. "You are free to go. This is your chance — go now and you will be free. Go back to your nice husband and your small farm with its little animals and large debts." Josephus rolled his shoulders and stroked his dick in anticipation. "Enjoy them." 

Josephus leisurely sat on her bed. 



_________END OF EXCERPT_____________

Taken by the Warlord

A scared young mother and her infant son are kidnapped in a Central American country during a revolution. Taken to the lair of a powerful and sadistic warlord to await ransom, the young American woman expects the worst. She is surprised by the relative mildness of her treatment and the request made to her by the young wife of the warlord. 

Will she agree and submit herself to what they want? 

How far is she willing to go to save herself and the infant she still nurses from the wrath of the terrorists? 

Thank you for reading Audrey Becomes a Thrall. I hope you enjoyed it at least as much as I loved writing it. 

If you had fun with this book, please consider more of my works at my Amazon Author’s Page. 

Probably the best way to contact me would be via Twitter: @AlexCarlsbad You can also find me on:

Facebook: https://www.facebook.com/alex.carlsbad

Email: alexcarlsbad@gmail.com

Please click here if you would like to know about future release dates and upcoming promotions. 

Your reviews are greatly appreciated! I can only imagine how valuable your time is to you. Writing even a couple of lines in a review to this book will not only inform me of your opinion, but also inspire me to keep writing for your enjoyment. I love reading your thoughts, feedback, questions, comments and even concerns. 
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